The ffijfory of 

feme liking,! fhall be out of heart fhortly,£s then I lh a l l ia(Je 
noftrengthto repent. And I haue not forgotte what the infid e 
ofa Church is made of, I am a peppercorn, a brewers horfe the 
infide of a Churcc .Company,villanous company hath bin the 
fpoileofme. 

Bar , Sir Iohn you arc f© fretful!, you cannot hue lono-. 

F al. Why, there is!it,come,fing me a bawdy fong, make me 
merry, I was as vertuoufly giuen, as a gentleman neede totee 
vertuous enough. fvvorc little, dic’t notjabou feuc timesaweek 
wcnt'to a bawdy houfe not abouc once in a quarter of an hour 
paid mony that ! borrowed three or fourc times, liuedwel,& 
in good compalTe, and now 1 liuc out of all order , out of all 
compalTc. 

Bar, Why, you arcfofat,firIohn,thatyoutnuftneedes be 
put of all compafl’c:oatofalreafonabIecompalTe,fir Iohn, 
Fal. Do thou amend thy face,and Ilcamcd my lifetthcuart 
our Admiralfthou beareft the lanterae in the poope, bivtt’is 
in the nofe of thce:thou art the knight of the burning lamps, 
"Bar, Why,firlohn,my.faccdoe$younoharme, 

Val. No,ile befworne, I make as good vfc of it, as many a 
man doth ofa deaths head, or a memertomori. I neucr fee thy 
face,butl thinke vpon hell fire, &Diuesthatliuedin purple: 
for there he is in his robes burning, burning. Ifthouwertany 
way giuen tovertuc,I would fwcare by thy faccrmy oth lhould 
be,Byjthisfirc, thats Gods Angel, But thou artalrogethergi. 
uen ©Her :& wert indeedc.,but for the light in thy face , the lot 
of vtter darknefle. When thou ranft vp Gads hill in thenight, 
to catch my horfc..if I did not thinke that thou hadftbeenan 
igmsfatms.ov a bal of wilds fire, there’snopurchafe in money, 
O thou art a perpetuall triumph, an euerlaffing bone- fire light 
thou haft fauedmeathoufandJVlarkes in Linkc$& Torches,, 
walking with thee in thenight,betwixtTauerne & Taueme: 
but the faek that tlipu haft drunke me,wouldhauebpughtnie 
lightsas good cheape,at the deareft chandler s in Europe.lha«« 

maintained that Salamadefotyoiircs, with fire,- any time this 
two and thirty yecresjGod reward me for it. 

Bar. Zbloud,I would my face were in you r belly: 

Godamcrcy/o fhouldl before tu be heart- burnd. 


Henry the fourth* 

How now,dame Partlet thehen, haue you enquirde 

yet who pickt my pocket? ,*• , 

Hof. Why fir John, what do you think, fir Iohnfdo you think 
Ikeepe theeues inmy houfe?Ihauefearcht,I haue enquired,fo 
haz my husband,man by man, boy by boy ,feruant by fer uant : 
theticht ofahaire was neuer loft in my houfe before. 

jW/Yc lie, Hoftefle, Bardollwasfhaud, and loft many a 
haire:andilebe»fvvorncmy pocket was pickt: go to, you area 
woman, go. 

Hof. V Vho lJno,I defie thecrGods light, 1 w as neuer calde 
<fo'in mine owne houfe before, 

Fal. Goto,! know you well inough. 

Hof Nojfirlohn.youdonot knowme,fir Iohn, I know you 
fir lohn, you oweme money fir lohn, andnowyoupickc a 
quarrel to beguile me of it:I bought you a dozen offhirtes t® 
yourbacke. 

Fal, Doulas, filthy Doulas.I haue giuen them away to bakers 
VviucSjthcy haue made boulters of them. 

Ho. Nowaslamatraeworoan,hollandofvili.s.aii eltyou 
owe money here befideslir lohn, for your diet, and by drin^, 
kings,and money lent y ou,xxiiii. pound. 

Fal. He had his part ofit,Ict him pay._ 

Ho.Hc. ? alas > he is poore, he hath nothing, 

Fal. How.'poorePlooke vpon his face. what call you rich? let 
them coinc his nofe, let them coine his cheekes, ilcnotpay a 
denyer:what,willyoumakeayonker of me? fhall Inot take 
mifleeafein minelnne,but 1 ilial haue my pocket pickt?I haue 
loft a feale ring of my Grandfathers worth forty marke. 

Hc/";0 lefcll haue heard the Prince tel hini,I knew not how 
oft, that that ring was copper, 

fW.Howcthe Prince isa Iacke,a fneake-cup:Zbloudandhe 
were here,! would cudgel him like a dogge,if he would fay fo, 

* Enter the Prime marching^and Falflaljfe meetes hint 
playing on hhtrmchionfi^e a Ftfe. 

Fal. How now ladjis the wind in that doreifaith? nmft 
allmarCh? 

B/r.Yea^two and two, Newgate falhicn. 

Ho. My Lord / pray you hcar-e me, 
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